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Summary: Talon has fallen, and Overwatch activity is legal again. Ob 
Nixilis was defeated, and the Gatewatch has been formed. So far, 
things are looking up. But where did Nixilis run away to? And how 
will his choice affect both teams? 


Oath of the Overwatch 

No, I'm not dead. However, I have had a serious case of writers 
block. So I waited for inspiration to come around, and I got this. I 
hope you enjoy Oath of the Overwatch. 

Ob Nixilis didn't know where he was. All he remembered is that he 
captured three planeswalkers-Gideon Jura, Jace Beleren, and his least 
favorite, Nissa Revane. He was incredibly careful after reigniting 
his spark. He had accounted for every variable. Well, all except one: 
Chandra Nalaar. 

Ugh. Pesky little candle. She was a thorn in his side. Actually, she 
was a fireball in his side, as she literally hit him in the side with 
a fireball. She overpowered him when she was with the other three, so 
he planeswalked to safety. Anywhere was safer than Zendikar. 

Probably . 

The demon unfurled his wings and took a look around him. It became 
increasingly clear that planeswalking to a completely random plane 
may not have been the best idea. 

He was surrounded, with at least eight men around him. They were 
carrying- well he didn't know what they were exactly, but he was able 
to figure out that they were dangerous. 

One of the men spoke. "Give me one good reason why I shouldn't blow 
out your brains right here." 



Nixilis just gave a small chuckle. "Well that reason is a very simple 
one, my friend. It is because you can't. No matter how hard you 
try . " 

BANG. 

BANG. 

BANG. 

The guard had fired his weapon. Ob Nixilis simply remained where he 
was, his thick, scaly skin protecting him from certain death. 

"Now, my turn." 

A blast of dark energy blew away from the demon's body, knocking all 
of the guards off of their feet. Another blast of dark energy pierced 
the guards in their chests, killing each one instantly. 

"Now, if you don't mind me I'll just be on my w-" 

BANG. 

Again? This was just becoming annoying. Nixilis looked at where the 
projectile came from to see a blue-skinned woman sporting some type 
of goggles and carrying another one of those odd weapons. 

She yelled at him from across the room, "Who are you? Are you an 
Overwatch agent?" 

The demon shouted back, "Overwhat? I am nothing of the sort. In fact, 
I don't even know what plane this is, but it is clearly the wrong 
one . " 

He prepared to leave, but before he could successfully planeswalk 
away, the woman chuckled. "Good. Ever since Talon fell, I've been 
living life looking over my shoulder." She walked up to him and held 
out her hand. "I am Widowmaker." 

Nixilis hesitated. Could he trust this woman? After all, her first 
response was kill and then ask questions. Kind of like himself, 
actually. He took her hand. "Ob Nixilis. Planeswalker . " 

Widowmaker pulled him close and sneered. "Well, Ob, you had better be 
who you say you are, otherwisea€ | " She ran a finger across her 
throat. She released and turned away, facing him again after leaning 
her back on a steel support beam. "What is a ... planeswalker ? " 

Ob Nixilis couldn't believe what he was hearing. "What in the name 
of... how do you not know of planeswalkers ? Is there not magic on this 
plane? " 

Widowmaker looked at him like he was crazy, or at least, crazier than 
he was. "Magic? Plane? What are you talking about?" 

Nixilis sighed. "This is going to take some timea€|" He explained 
everything to her, planeswalkers, magic, and how he got 
there . 


Widowmaker glanced up, as if she was pondering something. "You sound 



exceptionally powerful. I think you may be able to help me in a 
smallaC i problem ... I ' ve had as of late." She then explained everything 
to him. Overwatch, Talon, and everything in between. "Once Overwatch 
reformed and defeated Talon, they were once again legalized. I am one 
of the few surviving agents. Your help in taking Overwatch down would 
be most beneficial to our cause." 

Nixilis thought about this for a moment. "Alright. I accept. On one 
condition. Once we are done eradicating your pest infestation, we 
eradicate mine. Deal?" 

"Deal." The two shook hands, already plotting revenge. 

(Two weeks later) 

"Woo hoo ! " Tracer leaped through the air, from rooftop to rooftop, 
blinking or recalling (or both) whenever she fell short. 

*zzttttt* "Tracer? Can you hear me? Is the new earpiece working?" The 
voice of Winston the gorilla/scient ist (please don't tell him I 
called him a gorilla) came through her earpiece. 

"Of course, love! You designed this thing, how could it not work?" 
she said, still clambering over each building. 

"Okay. Auditory test ... check . Microphone test ... check . Now let's test 
the visuals . " 

A slightly translucent image of Winston came up in her goggles. "Can 
you see me?" 

"Yep! And you can see me?" 

"Crystal clear. Alright, the new tech seems to be working just f-" 

* z z zaaatt * 

Tracer stopped running. "Winston? Winston can you hear me, 
love? " 

Suddenly, Tracer heard gunshots go off, and bulletholes peppered the 
ground at her feet. Widowmaker appeared at the edge if the building, 
sniper rifle in hand. 

At first. Tracer was confused. "Widowmaker? What are you doing here?" 
However, her confusion was soon replaced with anger. "You've already 
lost! Talon has fallen, reaper went into hiding; you have no one to 
turn to ! " 

Widowmaker singly responded with a small laugh. "Ah, but that," 
another figure joined her, and it could be described as nothing short 
of a demon, "...is where you are wrong." 

Well, that does it for today! Things will get more action-packed 
soon, I promise. Until next time, goodbye. 


End 
f ile . 



